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moonlight and sausage and beer and fireworks and
waltz tunes in the woods. It can't be done, I suppose,
for now there must be world politics and rationalisa-
tion of industry and stunts in Persia and commercial
campaigns in South America, together with large
motor-cars and too much electricity and new build-
ings that look as if they were designed in Mars for
a race of ambitious ants. The radio resounds through
a host of steel and concrete electrified flats. This is a
Germany one can respect. But give me the Germany
I can smile at and love, with the Stadt baritone troll-
ing above the wet lilac.